had fired the shot. Whom had she killed? Jean, Alice
or this feeble little day which seemed to find it so
difficult to get born? A gust of foggy air blew in
through the window. Francois closed the casement.
A smell of burnt powder still hung about the room.
"Where did you fire the shot? Here?"
"I shot at them from the window. They were lying
together. I looked at them for a long time. They were
asleep. There was a space between them. Both were
sated with love. Only one thing bothered me, and
that was how to get hold of the revolver which Jean
had brought back from the war. His jewel, he called
it. One day he said to me: I've left a bullet in one
of the chambers, so that it shall always be a real
revolver.' Then they woke up. I watched them take
sudden fright when they saw me there, snatch up
their clothes, and start running round in circles like
rats caught in a trap, while I shouted abuse at them.
Jean understood all right what was coming to him
when he saw my eyes and my mouth. They took to
their heels. The revolver was burning my fingers. I
fired from the window just as they turned to look
at me. Then, I undressed as usual. I found my dressing-
gown, the one he had bought for me with so many
precautions. I went through the same gestures as
always: the one I had made when I fired was no more
terrible than the others.9*

She paused, then continued, with less vehemence:

"Alice is mad, a woman with a mania. There's

always some fellow following her about like a shadow,

who never leaves her, who's always on the look out for

her. She's a tart, that's what she is. What day is it?"